[Occasional  Paper. ^  S 

DINGLE  AND  VENTRY  MISSION. 


Dingle,  March  1,  1855. 

Mt  Dkar  Mr.  Gayer — I  am  grieved  to  hear  that  the  funds  placed  at  your 
disposal  for  carrying  on  this  Mission  are  so  exhausted  that  it  may  become  the 
painful  necessity  of  the  Committee  to  abandon  some  of  the  missionary  stations  in 
this  district. 

One  would  have  thought  that  a  war  which  began  about  the  holy  places,  and, 
for  ought  we  know,  may  end  about  the  holy  places  too,  would  have  roused  the 
Lord's  people  to  more  self-denying  efforts  for  the  evangelization  of  "the  dark 
places  of  the  earth;  but,  instead  of  that,  we  find  that  this  and  kindred  societies, 
which,  in  time  of  peace,  were  sustained  by  Christian  liberality,  arc  in  danger  of 
falling  to  the  ground  for  want  of  funds.  It  would  be  sad,  indeed,  if  war,  with 
all  its  other  disastrous  consequences,  should  extinguish  the  lights  which  have 
been  kindled  during  the  time  of  peace,  and  bring  back  the  obscurity  of  the  dark 
ages.  The  triumph  of  Popery  (that  pestilence  which  walketh  in  darkness) 
would  then  be  complete. 

While  the  attention  and  sympathies  of  our  Christian  friends  are  engi'ossed  in 
the  eventful  war  in  the  East,  Rome  unweariedly  continues  her  warfare  here. 
Persecution  for  conscience'  sake  continues  to  such  a  degree  in  the  Dingle  Work- 
house that  the  Protestant  inmates  fled  from  it  in  a  body  a  few  months  ago  ;  at 
an  investigation  held  shortly  after,  five  of  them  testified  on  oath  that  they  had 
been  cruelly  beaten,  insulted,  stuck  with  pins,  dragged  by  the  hair  of  the 
head,  and  struck  with  stones  by  the  Roman  Catholic  paupers,  because  they 
worshipped  God  according  to  the  dictates  of  conscience ;  nor  is  persecution 
confined  to  the  workhouse,  as  will  appear  from  the  following : — 

In  the  neighbouring  parish  of  Kilquane,  where,  through  the  benevolence  of 
a  friend,  I  am  enabled  to  build  a  school-house,  the  site  was  given  by  a  Ro- 
man Catholic ;  a  few  weeks  ago  the  priest  went  to  the  place  with  a  crowd  of 
people,  and  cursed  the  stones,  the  mortar,  and  the  ground  on  which  the  building 
stood,  and  all  engaged  in  the  erection  of  it.  On  the  following  Sunday  he  de- 
nounced from  the  altar  the  man  who  gave  the  site,  and  prayed  that  he  might  be 
struck  blind,  and  dumb,  and  lame,  that  the  marrow  of  his  children's  bones 
might  be  turned  into  water,  and  that  his  wife  might  be  a  widow  before  that  day 
next  year.  The  number  of  Roman  Catholics  who  were  present  and  offered  to 
give  evidence  against  their  priest  quite  astonished  me.  The  work,  however, 
goes  on  without  interuption.  I  shall,  therefore,  take  no  notice  of  the  priest's 
unchristian  conduct. 

I  do  not  know  anywhere  a  more  favourable  and  promising  opening  than  that 
which  presents  itself  in  the  parish  of  Kilquane.  In  the  memory  of  the  present 
generation,  or  of  the  last,  they  had  neither  Church  nor  Chapel  there.  Since  we  be- 
gan to  build  the  school,  the  priest  has  proclaimed  his  intention  to  build  a  Chapel. 
In  my  opinion  the  ability  and  the  will  of  the  parishioners  to  aid  him  in  his  project 
are  both  questionable.  And  from  all  I  can  learn  of  the  feeling  of  the  people  of 
that  long-neglected  parish,  I  would  hope  that  if  I  was  in  a  position  to  erect  a 
Church  there,  many  in  the  parish  would  join  the  Reformation. 

Since  I  began  to  write  this  letter,  I  visited  the  mission  station  at  Dunurlin, 
and  heard  of  the  following  outrageous  conduct  of  Priest  Mangan,  from  Mrs. 
West,  one  of  the  Dunurlin  converts : — On  Sunday  last,  she  said,  I  was  on  the 
road  near  Dunurlin  Chapel,  in  company  with  Mrs.  Breen.  We  saw  Priest. 
Mangan  riding  towards  us,  and  turned  off  the  public  road  down  a  bye-path."^ 
He  pursued  them,  and,  addressing  Mrs.  West,  said — "  You  are  an  old  woman, 
crawling  to  the  grave,  come  at  once  to  Mass."  "We  are  soupers,''  said  the  old 
woman.  "  How  dare  you  be  soupers,"  said  he,  striking  her  on  the  head  with 
his  whip.  The  poor  woman  was  insensible  for  some  time  after  she  received  the 
blow.  She  staggered  in  the  opposite  direction,  thinking  she  was  going  home, 
and  the  priest  who  inflicted  the  blow  returned  to  the  road  which  led  to  the 


Chapel,  and  proceeded  to  lead  the  devotions  of  his  waiting  congregation.  Mrs. 
Breen,  who  accompanied  Mrs.  West  on  this  trying  occasion,  is  ready  to  corro- 
borate this  statement,  should  we  think  it  advisable  to  appeal  for  protection  to 
the  laws  of  the  land. 

From  such  scenes  as  these  it  is  most  refreshing  to  turn  and  witness  the 
triumph  of  faith  realized  by  those  who  have  come  out  of  Babylon,  and  rely  for 
salvation  solely  on  the  merits  of  Christ.     Not  long  since  it  was  my  privilege  to 

witness  the  happy  death  of  Mrs. .     She  was,  indeed,  a  sincere  convert  from 

Romanism ;  and,  what  is  of  far  greater  importance,  has,  in  her  life  and  death, 
given  evidence  of  her  conversion  to  God.  As  a  brief  sketch  of  her  history  may 
help  to  refute  the  oft-repeated,  though  unfounded  charge,  that  all  the  Dingle 
conversions  are  the  effect  of  pecuniary  proselytism,  I  shall  proceed  to  give  it. 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  highly-respectable  Roman  Catholic  magistrate, 
and  was  educated  iu  a  convent,  where  she  was  so  disgusted  %vith  the  immorality 
she  witnessed,  that  her  attachment  to  the  Church  of  Rome  was  greatly  weak- 
ened. A  Bible  shortly  afterwards  fell  into  her  hands,  and  from  that,  in  the 
quiet  retirement  of  her  closet,  without  any  other  teacher  than  God's  Holy 
Spirit,  she  learned  the  way  of  salvation. 

Persecution  for  conscience'  sake  was  then  at  its  height  in  Dingle — the  shout 
of  the  rabble,  the  threatening  notice,  the  murderous  ballad,  and  the  altar 
denunciation,  were  the  means  used  for  the  propagation  of  their  faith  by  the 
liomau  Catholic  priests.  \  ^..    -^^  r,-.  w  , 

They  who  witnessed  these  scenes  cannot  wonder  that  a  mind  of  no  common 
order,  already  disgusted  with  Popery,  and  enlightened  by  the  reading  of  God's 
Word,  should  choose  rather  to  suffer  afflictiou  with  the  people  of  God,  than 
remain  in  connection  with  a  system  which  sanctioned  such  wickedness. 
\  For  the  last  five  years  she  has  been  a  consistent  member  of  my  congregation 
in  Dingle,  and  gave  evidence,  by  her  life  and  conversation,  that  she  was  under 
the  influence  of  vital  religion.  On  her  dying  bed  she  expressed  unwavering 
reliance  on  the  merits  of  Christ  alone,  and  deep  anxiety  for  tlie  conversion  of 
Jier  surviving  relations.  Shortly  before  she  died,  I  said,  "  I  should  like  to  be 
the  bearer  of  some  message  to  some  of  her  friends,  who,  I  feared,  were  not  living 
as  we  would  wish  to  see  them  die."  "  Oh,  tell  them,"  she  said,  with  all  the 
earnestness  possible,  "  tell  them  it  is  the  most  frightful  thing  in  the  world  to 
leave  repentance  to  a  dying  hour.'''  I  then  asked  her,  ''had  she  anything  on 
her  mind  ?"  "  No,  thauk  God,"  she  said;  "  I  never  had  a  doubt  since  I  left  the 
Papist  religion.  I  desire  to  depart,  and  be  with  Christ."  I  feel  assured  that 
her  feet  were  on  the  rock,  and  that  rock  was  Christ. 

While  beset  and  encompassed  by  many  difficulties,  it  is  cheering  to  witness 
many  of  the  Dingle  converts  departing  in  pe^^  having  seen  and  embraced 
th|s  ^alvation  of  God.  ' 

Believe  me  to  remain. 

Very  sincerely  yom*s, 

S.  H.  LEWIS. 
;      A.  E.  Gayer,  Esq.,  Q.C. 

P.S. — At  the  confirmation  held  in  Dingle  Church  a  few  months  ago,  seventy- 
four  persons  were  confirmed,  thirty-three  of  whom  were  recent  converts  from 
Romanism. 


Ventry,  February  25,  1855- 
My  Dear  Mr.  Gater — I  sit  down  with  pleasure  to  give  some  intelligence 
from  my  paa-t  of  the  mission — it  is  due  to  yourself  and  the  other   Christian 
friends  who  still  so  generously  stand  by  uis,  ,  m-  .,,;  ,:  ;   ,..  i    ■       :.  v. 

Since  the  appointment  of  my  namesake,  Dr.  Moriarty,  aa  coadjutor  Bisboj 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church-in  this  county,  the  Roman  Catholic  priests  hav^ 
w  oiked  harder  than  evei-,  have  had  more  resources  at  their  command  in  ev< 
w:ay,  and  have  succeeded  in  stopping,  outwardly  at  least,  the  progress  of  coni 
version  during  the  past  year.  In  my  part  of  the  district,  at  any  rate,  w4 
hiive  not  had  accessipns,  and  simply  hold  our  ground  ;  I  hope,  however,  not  idlj 


* 

nor  uselessly,  but  contending,  in  love  and  good  temper,  with  the  errors  and  de- 
lusions of  the  people,  and  holding  forth  to  them  the  word  of  life.  "We  strive,  in 
every  possible  way,  affectionately  to  point  out  the  error  of  their  ways,  as  well  as 
the  true  way  of  salvation  ;  and,  to  their  credit  be  it  spoken,  they  take  it  in  good 
part,  with  very  few  exceptions.  Light  is  certainly  spreading  among  them  as 
they  are ;  and  is  not  this  a  great  thing,  a  good  work?  God  give  us  grace  to 
persevere,  and  incline  the  hearts  of  his  people  to  uphold  it.  The  Church  may 
yet  reap  from  this  a  great  harvest.  ..'..i.'.-  ',    .' 

It  is  hard  enough  for  flesh  and  blood  to  stand  missionary  life  in  this  country ; 
the  unscrupulous  agents  of  the  Papacy  circulate  such  lies  and  misrepresenta- 
tions of  missionaries  and  converts,  impute  to  them  such  abominable  motives, 
subject  them  to  such  insult  and  injury,  strive  so  hard  to  prejudice  old  Protes- 
tants against  them.  All  tins  is  very  trying,  and  this  is  what  frightens  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  people  and  stops  the  progress  of  Reformation  more  than  the 
spiritual  terrors  of  Rome.  When  you  add  to  this  the  fact  that  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic priests  are  ready  to  set  up  at  home,  or  send  to  America,  if  they  prefer  it, 
any  convert  whom  they  can  bribe  or  frighten  back,  it  must  be  admitted,  as  I 
have  often  said,  that  it  is  no  light  matter  to  be  a  convert,  and  no  sinecure  to  be 
a  missionary  in  Ireland.       .,■,>.,,.    ,,  ,  .•  \  '■-  ,'.■ 

Let  me  briefly  illustrate  this— «  Roman  Catholic  priest  at  '•  a  station"  abtfses 
converts  and  the  people  present  for  having  any  dealing's  with  them.  He  says — 
"  Don't  you  all  see  the  figure  of  the  devil  between  their  eyes,  specially  the  arch- 
devil,"  meaning  your  humble  servant.  When  the  people  avow  their  unbelief, 
the  reverend  gentleman  looks  quite  surprised.  One  of  them  ventures  to  say, 
that  Parson  Aloriarty  was  a  good  man,  God  bless  him !  This  was  too  much. 
"  God  bless  him,  do  you  say  I ! !"  says  he,  indignantly.  "  Why,  then^  I  do  say 
it^*^  says  the  woman  of  the  house  very  quietly.  He  pulled  in  his  horns  at  this, 
and  there  it  ended. 

From  the  altar  of  his  chapel  another  priest  invites  back  the  converts  of  the 
labom'ing  class  by  promise  of  employment  vastly  better  than  they  have  any 
chance  of  as  Protestants.  To  the  poor  widows  whose  husbands  died  in  the 
faith,  he  promises  help  more  than  they  can  expect  from  us,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  tries  to  account  for  converts  by  saying  that  we  bribe  them  ! ! 

I  could  multiply  like  instances,  but  must  pass  on  to  a  more  agreeable  part  of 
our  subject  with  this  one  remark,  that,  notwithstanding  all  that  in  human  na- 
ture, in  general,  and  in  this  country,  in  particular,  is  favourable  to  Popery  as  a 
reh'gion,  and  notwithstanding  all  the  means  at  hand  by  the  Roman  Catholic 
priests,  and  the  Avay  they  use  them,  still  they  have  not  the  power  or  spell  of  for- 
mer times,  and  the  people  are  gi-adually  acquiring  knowledge  and  independence 
on  religious  subjects,  to  the  great  terror  of  the  priests. 

On  last  Christmas-day  I  administered  the  holy  Communion  to  105  persons, 
and  assure  you  that,  in  the  strictest  exercise  of  my  judgment,  I  could  not  say 
that  any  one  of  them  received  it  unworthily.     God  alone  judges  the  heart. 

When,  notwithstanding  the  emigration  of  my  people,  I  see  the  little  churches 
full,  and  so  many  coming  to  the  table  of  the  Lord,  and,  at  the  same  time,  re- 
member that  a  few  years  ago  there  was  not  a  Protestant  in  the  place,  I  cannot 
but  thank  God  and  take  courage.  I  am  grateful,  too,  for  your  kind  remem- 
brance of  us  at  Christmas.  Our  poor  families  were  comfortable  at  home  and 
looked  happy  at  Church  ;  we  have,  indeed,  reason  to  pray  that  the  Lord  may 
abundantly  bless  the  Christian  iriends  who  enable  you  thus  to  protect  and  cheer 
poor  converts  in  this  remote,  but  romantic  place. 

It  is,  after  all,  my  dear  friend,  in  the  peaceful,  happy  death  of  the  convert  that 
the  missionary  has  his  richest  reward  in  this  life,  and,  in  such  wise,  I  have  just 
been  recompensed  for  years  of  perilous  missionary  enterprise  in  the  Blasquett 
Island,  for  which  your  lamented  brother  laboured  so  hard  in  his  day.  I  must 
give  you  some  account  of  this. 

About  five  weeks  ago  I  was  requested  to  visit  a  young  woman  there  in  a 
dying  state.  We  had  hard  frost  with  light  wind,  and  the  Sound  was  passable 
at  the  time.  I  was  accompanied  by  Mr.  Twiss,  lay  agent  of  the  Irish  Society 
in  Donquin,  and  a  Christian  friend,  then  on  a  visit  with  him.  The  young  woman 
was  the  prop  and  pride  of  her  poor  parents,  who  are  intelligent,  and,  I  believe, 
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sincere  converts.  She  had  been  ailing  some  time  after  a  heavy  cold,  and  we 
found  her  far  gone  in  decline.  The  litrle  cabin  in  which  she  lay  was  as  clean 
as  possible.  I  sat  by  the  bedside,  asked  her  many  questions,  and  found 
what  blessed  truths  she  had  learned  in  our  Island  school  from  the  Holy 
Scriptures  and  my  little  catechism.  She  wished  to  receive  the  Lord's  Sup- 
per ;  and,  knowing  that  her  end  was  drawing  nigh,  I  said  a  great  deal 
to  her  under  the  influence  of  associations  and  feelings  the  most  solemn.  A  Ko- 
mau  Catholic  woman  was  present  all  this  time  and  seemed  deeply  affected. 
When  she  left  we  had  the  holy  Communion,  and  could  not  but  feel  that  the  Lord 
was  with  us.  The  peace  of  the  poor  girl  and  her  comfort  in  Christ  quite  sur- 
prised me.  The  parents  felt  with  us  and  seemed  unwilling  to  complain,  seeing 
their  child  so  happy ;  we  all  thanked  God  on  her  behalf. 

She  has  finished  her  course  and  gone  to  her  rest,  as  you  will  see  by  the  fol- 
lowing notes  from  Mr.  James  Jordan,  our  Island  agent,  and  one  of  the  first 
converts  here  at  Ventry.     In  his  first  note,  soon  after  our  visit,  he  writes — 

"I  visited  the  poor  girl  twice  or  three  times  every  day.  In  my  conversation 
with  her  yesterday  I  asked  her  how  she  felt;  she  said,  very  comfortable  and 
happy  ;  that  every  person  was  very  good  to  her,  and  she  hoped  that  the  Lord 
would  be  good  to  her  also,  either  to  relieve  her  from  the  present  illness,  or  take 
her  to  himself.  I  had  a  good  deal  of  conversation  with  her  on  that  head.  After 
your  reverence  leaving  on  Monday,  she  told  every  one  that  came  in  that  her 
heart  was  light  since  you  were  with  her." 

In  his  second  note  he  writes — 

"  The  girl  is  nothing  better,  but  rather  getting  weaker.  If  your  reverence 
would  be  pleased  to  send  her  the  price  of  a  drink  by  Betty,  it  would  be  good. 
She  says — '  Father,  I  feel  that  you  are  trespassing  too  much  on  Mr.  Moriarty's 
kindness  on  my  account ;  but  God  will  not  leave  me  long  a  burthen  on  you,  and 
I  hope  God  will  repay  him  his  kindness  to  me,'  She  said  to  her  mother  the 
other  night — '  How  long  it  is  until  the  Lord  takes  me  home  ;  I  feel  that  it  is 
not  far  from  me  now.'  When  1  visit  her  I  find  that  her  affections  are  set  upon 
things  above  and  not  on  things  on  the  earth. 

"TheRoman  Catholic  woman  who  felt  so  much  affected  that  day  is  never  done 
talking  about  what  your  reverence  said,  and,  instead  of  being  an  enemy,  she  now 
speaks  well  of  our  religion." 

In  his  last  note,  Mr.  Jordan  writes  thus  of  her  death — 

"  The  Lord  in  his  mercy  has  been  pleased  to  take  another  of  his  elect  home. 
This  morning,  about  eight  o'clock,'she  took  her  departure  from  the  earthly  house 
of  this  tabernacle,  and  exchanged  it  for  one  eternal  in  the  heavens.  Oh,  I  can- 
not state  what  I  feel.  She  died  without  pain,  or  a  struggle  of  any  kind.  May 
God  comfort  her  disconsolate  parents,  and  strengthen  them  to  bear  witness  to  the 
truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus,  as  she  has  done."    .... 

I  have  since  learned  from  Jordan  that  she  literally  closed  her  own  eyes  in 
death,  so  peaceful  and  collected  was  she  to  the  last.  We  may,  indeed,  give 
thanks  to  God  for  her — she  finished  her  course  with  joy,  and  entered  into  the 
rest  of  her  Saviour,  in  whom  alone  she  trusted.  She  was  not  afraid  of  death, 
she  said,  "  because  Jesus  died  for  her  sins."  She  was,  indeed,  taught  of  God 
in  that  wild  island. 

And  now,  my  dear  Mr.  Gayer,  is  not  this  a  rich  reward  to  me,  to  you,  and 
to  all  who,  through  evil  report  and  good  report,  carry  on  this  work  of  faith  and 
labour  of  love  even  in  the  remote  Blasquett  Island. 

We  have  had,  thank  God,  many  such  seals  of  our  ministry  in  this  district. 

We  have  much  to  encourage  and  comfort  us,  and  to  call  for  Christian  sym- 
pathy, amid  all  the  difficulties  and  trials  from  within  and  from  without,  so  peculiar 
to  missionary  enterprise  in  every  age  of  the  Church  and  in  every  part  of  the  globe. 

I  have  done  for  the  present,  and  remain. 

Yours,  very  truly, 

Thomas  Moriarty. 
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